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Escaping the Backrooms to meet... The witcher ? 
by SpringtrapNightmare 


Summary 


Louise has been lost in the backrooms for years. Yet the moment she manage to escape, not 
only does she nearly lose her life, she also meets... Geralt of Rivia ? 


Notes 


This is my first ever work that i'm posting here and i'm still not sure about anything. I just 
hope anyone who stumble upon it will enjoy it! 


Chapter | : Getting out 


Louise had wandered in the backrooms for a long time by now, she had become accustomed 
to most things and thanks to her journal she knew that it had been about four years since she 
had fallen there. As she looked around the current level she was walking through, she 
remembered how she had first arrived into this goddamned dimension. She had heard of 
stories of found footage where people were just going on about their lives before they 
suddenly no-clipped into the backrooms and were never seen again, and the footage 
somehow always showed the person wandering around weird and impossible structures 
before having an encounter with a terrifying creature and the recording abruptly cut off. 

She had never believed those, had thought they were a sort of creepypasta or very well 
crafted scary story, down to the wiki online, which she had found mildly interesting, in the 
same way other horror subjects had mildly grabbed her attention before she had moved on. 


That was until one day she fell into the backrooms herself. She had been on her way home 
from work, just another day of translating texts, juggling between English, French and 
German, and as she crossed the street, just a few feet away from her house, somehow her foot 
glitched into the ground, soon followed by her whole body, as she fell through before she 
could realize or try to catch herself. 

To her surprise, she hadn’t fallen alone there, however. There was someone else who had 
clipped through with her. A lady just a bit older than her who had introduced herself as 
Gladis and who had apparently tried to catch her, to prevent her from falling, without seeing 
that her foot had phased though the ground, only to end up following her in her unfortunate 
fall. Gladis was a very gentle lady, about ten years older than Louise who was twenty two at 
the time, she had a quiet voice and shy demeanor. Gladis had instantly panicked upon finding 
herself in the maze of yellow wallpapered walls and moldy carpeted floors. °O-Oh my god ! 
What is this place ?! How do we get out ? Do you know where we are ?!” 

“Well... I... Okay, I think I know but I've never been here before, I only heard about this 
place, I never thought it actually existed...” 

The truth was that Louise was freaking out as well at that moment, but she knew that she 
needed to stay rational. What they needed to do was to move and try to look for help and for 
an exit. “Gladis, we need to stay calm. I hate this, and I'm scared and we’re both lost but we 
absolutely CANNOT afford to lose it before having tried anything okay ? There has to be a 
way out of here.” She had said as she had taken the hand of the older lady gently. Gladis 
hadn’t noticed at the time, but Louise clearly remembered how badly her own hands were 
shaking and how she had said that both to calm Gladis and to convince herself at the same 
time. They didn’t know each other, had never even seen each other before today but had no 
choice but to trust each other and Gladis knew that. She felt she could trust Louise and after 
taking a deep breath she looked into her eyes. “O-Okay. I... Please take the lead Louise...I 
don’t think I can’t be of much help b-but I will follow your instructions as best as I can.” She 
replied with a shy nod. From that point on, they started walking, and for the first few hours, 
nothing changed, every turn and straight line resembled each other, it felt like they were 
getting nowhere. When they both got hungry, they stopped and looked through their 
belongings to see if they had anything to share. In her mini backpack Louise had a small 
packet of biscuits and a half full bottle of grape flavored Fanta, as for the rest, she had her 
phone, two notebooks and pencil case along with a first aid kit and a pocket knife. Gladis had 


a small bottle of water in her purse along with a bar of chocolate, and with that, she had a few 
painkiller tablets and a red lipstick. The two of them had their wallets, house keys and a 
pocket mirror each in common. They shared the food as best as they could, rationing it as 
they weren’t sure how long they would be stuck for, but made sure to drink water and to 
finish the soda in order to stay hydrated. 

More time went by, hours turning into days as Louise kept track of it on her phone at first, 
and then into one the notebooks from her bag, per Gladis’s recommendation since the 
phone’s battery would end up running out at some point. 

Still, Louise remained hopeful, she wasn’t the type of person to dwell too long on negative 
feelings. Nobody would come to pull her out of it if she did. Only she could do that, and give 
herself a kick in the ass to get a move on. Life wouldn’t wait for her. That was how she had 
always lived. But Gladis wasn’t like that. Gladis had mostly stayed calm because Louise was 
calm, at first. But as time went on, she became more and more anxious, nervous and 
negative, this was accentuated by the fact that they no longer had food or water, had found 
nothing else to eat or drink, and while Louise had managed to get some sleep, Gladis hadn’t, 
she simply couldn’t. She lost hope after the first week had gone by, became paranoid, and 
kept assuring Louise that she preferred to keep watch while she slept as she felt this was her 
only way of being useful. Back then, and even now, Louise never knew but Gladis already 
had a feeling she wouldn’t make it out, so until the very last second she tried to make sure 
Louise had more chances to survive than her. She was just impossibly selfless... and reckless. 
Louise only noticed how her new friend’s mental state had deteriorated and did her best to 
cheer her up and keep her positive but it barely worked. Gladis was sleep deprived and was 
quickly turning into a mess. In week two she started scratching herself, leaving her skin raw 
and almost bleeding, and often, she claimed to see entities walking towards her or moving 
about while Louise had been asleep. By week three, her behavior started to change. She 
would stare at Louise for long periods of time without blinking, sometimes Louise would 
wake up and find her standing over her with a blank look on her face. And at one point, she 
even got aggressive and tried to hit Louise before getting pushed off and coming back to her 
senses again, “L-Louise I-I’m so sorry !! I don’t know what’s happening to me, I'm scared... 
Th-this isn’t me !” She cried as she clutched Louise’s arm and Louise wasn’t sure what to 
reply then. “I... I don’t know either Gladis I... 1 wish i could do something to help you” She 
said, feeling completely powerless at the time. 


That feeling had turned to guilt when she had learned later on that Gladis could have been 
saved when she was in the early stages of transformation. The process of transformation into 
a Wretch could apparently be stopped and even reversed using almond water or specific 
foods that came from the backrooms. But at that time, Louise had none of that and wasn’t 
aware of it either. 

Something was happening to her friend. Something that she couldn’t make sense of then, 
aside from the fact that Gladis’s mental state had deteriorated from the lack of sleep. But it 
shouldn’t have been enough to completely change her personality. 

Things became clearer when, by week four, Gladis’ physical appearance started to change as 
well. Louise still wasn’t sure of what Gladis was turning into but it was clear that her rapid 
mental deterioration and her physical changes were influenced by the backrooms. Those 
same changes weren’t subtle either, as Gladis’s skin and muscles seemed to melt and form 
pustules and holes. Each time Louise woke up from her short rests, Gladis’ body seemed to 
have turned into a darker red color and bits of her skin flaked off. Her eyes had become 
bloodshot and irritated and she lost her hair in thick patches at a time. 


Louise had tried to prevent her from scratching herself as Gladis would then try to scratch off 
entire patches of her flaky skin at once, but all her attempts ended in a near fight and Gladis 
growing increasingly hostile and unstable. Louise had had no idea of how to stop this 
terrifying process at the time, and she would only learn later on that her friend had started to 
turn into a Wretch. The last stage of her transformation was the moment where Louise 
realized that her friend had fully become a hostile creature and that she would have to get 
away or kill it if she wanted to survive. It pained her. She had hoped she wouldn’t have to 
travel alone in this unfamiliar place. Maybe her and Gladis could have escaped together and 
met up again as fellow survivors of the backrooms. It would never happen. 

By week five, on a Friday, Gladis fully turned, and if her appearance had been scary and 
worrying before, it had become nightmare fuel at the end. Louise remembered how she had 
woken up from a short rest and found the Wretch Gladis, crouched in a corner, snarling and 
oozing a brown sludge-like substance from her mouth, ears and nose, she was 
unrecognizable. Her teeth and nails had fallen out, her eyelids, nose, lips and cartilage had 
visibly dissolved and her eyes, now constantly forced open, were rolling wildly in their 
sockets. The vision of this thing that had once been a helpful and kind lady, would forever 
haunt Louise. And back then, she had no idea of just how many more of these nightmarish 
sights she would witness. 

When she had seen the new creature that Gladis had become, Louise knew there was no need 
to try and talk to it. She needed to get the hell away from it. She had a pocket knife, but she 
had never killed anyone or anything before, and frankly, even as a monster, she couldn’t bear 
to kill what was left of a once beautiful person. Running was the only option then. 

So she ran, and as soon as the Wretch had heard and noticed the movement, it followed, 
trailing and crawling after her on all fours. 

It all felt like a horror movie, Louise was running blindly, unsure if directions even mattered 
as long as she didn’t get stuck, while the monster behind her was following, snarling and 
growling as it grew closer, and then suddenly, they were in a new place. The threat was still 
there but Louise couldn’t help but feel it was unfair that she only reached a new level of this 
place after four weeks of wandering in the last one. 

She couldn’t afford to slow down though, but while she was running, she soon heard 
gunshots. At first she froze, praying she wasn’t the target of those bullets, that she wouldn’t 
get hit, and then saw men in tactical gear quickly coming to her and encircling her as they 
shot at the creature that had been following her. Once the Wretch was dealt with Louise 
stared at the remains, a mix of emotions going through her. This thing was no longer Gladis, 
in fact she wasn’t sure of when Gladis had ceased to be exactly. She never got to say 
goodbye. One of the men had then walked up to her “I’m Agent Davidson of the M.E.G. You 
must be a new wanderer.” He said shortly and Louise had simply nodded, still trying to catch 
her breath and to process what had happened before she asked two questions ““W-What was 
that thing...That my friend turned into.....? And w... What’s the M.E.G ?” 

“Your friend has turned into what we know here as a Wretch. This happens when you do not 
eat or sleep properly while in the backrooms. It’s also influenced by the mental state of the 
person. As for what the M.E.G 1s, it stands for Major Explorer Group. Please come with us, 
we are near the outpost and someone will answer all your questions once we get there after 
we make sure you are safe.” The agent replied, taking the time to answer her questions before 
giving her time to decide if she wanted to go with them. Louise had taken a minute to process 
the information. There were more people down here, enough that they had outposts and 
weapons and could fight the entities. They had information and seemed inclined to assist 
wanderers, not only that, she understood that “making sure she was safe” meant that they had 


to be sure she hadn’t been injured or infected. It would make sense that they would want to 
check if she wasn’t turning into a wretch as well or something worse that she didn’t know 
about yet. So far, everything was alright with Louise. She was just happy to have landed in a 
somewhat safer environment. 

At the outpost, one of the medical M.E.G staff had examined her and given her new clothes, 
food and almond water before briefing her on the place. Louise, who realized just how 
starved she was, wolfed down on the food as the medical staff explained how lucky she had 
been to survive for that long. The reason was probably because she had managed to get some 
sleep and because the backrooms seemed to have an effect on keeping things alive for longer 
than they should. It made absolutely no sense to Louise, but then again, very few things had 
made sense since she had gotten there and Gladis’s transformation into a Wretch had been 
proof enough of that. That was also when she was given a wanderer’s booklet, which was a 
thick record of all the levels and entities known to the M.E.G along with information on how 
to deal with them and survive without having weapons or specific training, all condensed into 
a format that wanderers could keep with them at all times. Louise had stayed at the outpost 
for a few days then, to take the time to read the booklet and gather more information. She 
wanted to keep on moving, felt like she had to, and the M.E.G could only let her go, they 
never forced wanderers to stay but were willing to assist. With that in mind, they had given 
her a crowbar, and a new bag with some food rations and plenty of almond water for her 
travels. She had asked why they had given her a crowbar and not a gun, but she already had 
an idea of why. A gun demanded training to use and the noise could attract entities, not to 
mention that ammo would be rare if not impossible to find while a blunt weapon like a 
crowbar would be a bit safer and easier for her to use and keep. 

The reason Louise had kept on moving instead of settling down was because she wanted to 
go home. She had tried not to think about it too much but she knew that her family and 
friends must have been worried sick over her disappearance. She was still hoping to find an 
exit somewhere. 

In her travels she had gotten to meet some of the entities recorded in her booklet, mainly 
hounds, smilers and Skin stealers. Each was terrifying in their own rights. 

Smilers were creepy and eerie as they manifested as a set of glowing eyes and teeth in the 
darkness with no distinguishable body. They were attracted to light sources and the booklet 
advised to keep eye contact and walk slowly if one was spotted, along with keeping quiet, not 
making any loud sound and, if possible, turn off any light sources. The don'ts were to run 
away and panic unless the smiler started to give chase, make loud sounds or keep light 
sources on. Although it was recommended to throw a light source at it to distract it before 
running away. 

Hounds were humanoid creatures with wolf-like features and behavior. Hostile to humans the 
second they saw them. Louise had found out that staring them down could intimidate them 
just long enough to allow her to run away, which she later remembered was recommended in 
the booklet, as well as staying out of sight if a growling sound was noticed. 

The “don'ts”, mentioned running away on sight or attempting to tame them which Louise 
thought was idiotic anyways but that someone must have tried it for it to be written down. 
As for the Skin-stealers, what terrified Louise was their ability to literally steal and wear the 
skin of their victims. Those were humanoid entities that weren’t always hostile but 
terrifyingly dangerous, even more so because of their ability to mimic human voices although 
it gave place to random speech patterns making them easy to recognize. In the booklet it was 
stated that their blood was clear and a small memo was added reading “Blood runs red, 
they’re not dead. Blood runs clear, don’t get near”, which she thought was a pretty useful tip. 


The do’s and don’ts recommended keeping calm if spotting one and checking the blood of 
anyone traveling with you, and to not trust people with random word assortment or speech 
pattern or aggravate the creature while it was in its docile state. 

Those were known information of the M.E.G that helped Louise a great deal, but she had 
been warned that they still had a lot they did not know about those entities and to always be 
careful around them no matter what. In the end, after that she never came back to level one 
but was still infinitely grateful to the M.E.G for their help. 


Since then she had tried to keep track of time in her journal though she sometimes missed a 
day or two, but she figured she was doing well enough. She was still worrying about whether 
her family would look for her or not, but she had no way of knowing what was going on 
outside. She could only hope that her sister was doing okay, and that her friends hadn’t given 
up on finding her. She knew that they wouldn’t just allow her case to be put on a dusty shelf 
with the other unsolved mysteries of the police anyways. So for now, all her thoughts were 
focused on surviving and finding an exit. 

She had met people along the way but most had died and after having witnessed a few more 
gruesome deaths since Gladis’s, she had grown kind of... desensitized to it. Of course the 
ones she had been close to still haunted her, leaving her with nothing but memories to hold 
onto, but the trauma somehow got less impactful with time. Others had gone missing without 
a trace which happened often and as scary as it was, she had learned to accept it, and the rest 
she had split up with and she didn't know what had happened to them after that. 


Luckily for her, she had also found one companion who stayed with her and a very special 
bag that she could use as refuge when she needed a break. 

Her only friend at the moment was a black snake with butterfly wings named Selever with 
whom she could communicate by telepathy. Their encounter had happened about a year and a 
half after Louise had arrived in the backrooms and had been pure luck. Louise was still very 
curious about him. 

She had met him in an unrecorded level that she had decided to document for the M.E.G 
since she had somehow managed to get there. The place seemed safe at the time and looked 
like a beautiful botanical garden that extended to infinity. She had dubbed it “The infinite 
garden” pretty obvious, but she felt it was good enough, and as she walked around, looking at 
the plants and the set-up of the level. During day-time it was perfectly safe to walk around it, 
and Louise had found out that some of the ponds and garden fountains were actually filled 
with almond water which was exactly what she needed. Then the night came and suddenly 
the level wasn’t so welcoming anymore. In fact, the plants seemed to come alive at night, 
turning carnivorous and visibly hostile to humans, forcing Louise to run away and take 
refuge in one of the ruined glass houses that littered the garden. It looked like the kind of 
glass house that you would see in fantasy webtoons, very well kept and with a few trees and 
rare plants along with tables arranged for tea time. Strangely enough, the plants in there 
weren’t animated like those outside. Louise had quickly taken note of that in her notebook, 
which had become a journal at this point. While she had been busy writing, sitting at the 
abandoned table, she saw something moving in the corner of her eye and when she glanced 
up from her journal, there was this black snake with emerald green butterfly wings and eyes. 
It was just sitting there, staring at her. It would have been a lie to say that she wasn’t startled 
or even scared. In fact, she had entirely frozen up, waiting to see if the animal would attack 
her. But nothing happened, or at least nothing of what she expected to happen. To her 
surprise, the snake looked down at her journal, as if reading what she had written and 


admiring the sketches she had done. “Uh...hello...?“ she had asked tentatively. She wasn’t 
expecting an answer, she wasn’t even sure that she was right in thinking that this creature 
may have been intelligent enough to understand her, but what happened next certainly cleared 
up any doubt. “Hello. My name is Selever. Who are you ?” A voice replied and Louise 
jumped up, grabbing her crowbar. The voice had gone directly into her head. That wasn’t 
normal. She had looked around for a few seconds, tensed up before her eyes fell back on the 
snake ““W-Was that you ? Did you... did you just talk to me by telepathy ?!” She exclaimed, 
half amazed and half freaked out by the idea. The snake then nodded before it replied “Please 
don’t be scared. I promise I won't hurt you.” It said and Louise shook her head “I ain’t buying 
that. But what we can do is... maybe... talk for a bit. Tell me about you, I'll tell you about 
me, and then we can decide if we can trust each other.” She had suggested and Selever 
agreed. Her reasoning was that she believed she was smart enough to notice if someone 
would try to trick her. She had experienced it before, when she lived outside of the 
backrooms and she knew she was rarely wrong about her gut feelings or opinions about 
people. That night, the two of them talked for hours as Louise took the opportunity to eat 
something and shared some with Selever as a gesture of goodwill. Meanwhile, Selever was 
curious but had no ill intention towards this girl. He was a snake that was true, but he knew 
he would need help from another being if he wanted to make it out of there, and he wasn’t 
even trying to get back to his world either, any world would do. His homeworld was a wild 
place where human beings had ceased to exist and the species he belonged to rarely grew past 
their baby phase, so he was one of the rare to have reached adulthood. Yet for some reason 
the backrooms had stunted his growth. He was supposed to grow a lot bigger, basically 
bigger than Louise was, but he couldn’t while in here and he had no idea why. That being 
said, even if he had been in full size, he would have remained friendly to humans. If there 
was one race that could help him down here, it was them, even as a giant snake, for the 
simple reason that people in the backrooms knew that mutual help with friendly entities was 
very important for survival. Selever could use a telepathic bond to communicate with a 
person of his choice, so he figured he should use it, to avoid any unfortunate incident. 


In the end the two had decided to trust each other and to travel together until they could go 
home. Selever had told Louise that he wasn’t from the backrooms after all. She hadn’t 
decided yet if she believed him on that, but she had assumed that she could deal with him 
easily enough if he tried anything. That was how they started traveling together and soon 
became very good friends. 

Thanks to him, she had survived a lot of dangerous situations and Selever always comforted 
her when she needed it. He stayed mostly on her shoulders or inside the bag while they 
traveled and when she found food or almond water, he stored it for her in her backpack. 

Then one day they found the dimensional backpack, left in the arms of the dead body of a girl 
that looked to be around Louise’s age and with it, the first memory jar that Louise had ever 
seen. The dimensional bag looked like a classic eastpack model from the frontrooms, with the 
exception that it had a whole pocket dimension inside of it. That same dimension took the 
shape of a survival room split in four corners, with one corner having a kitchen, another 
having a small bedroom area, a supply corner and then the last corner was a sort of small 
office. Louise had first sent Selever to check the inside and after making sure that it was safe, 
she had crawled inside herself, discovering how the whole thing looked. This was a 
tremendous help to both her and Selever. They now had a shelter where they could safely rest 
and eat and drink, and the amount of supplies let them know that they could survive for a 
very long time which was always a relief. From then on, Louise had considered herself fully 


equipped to traverse the infinite amount of levels of the backrooms. 

Louise wasn’t sure she would ever be able to leave by then, but it didn’t stop her from 
wandering and looking for an exit. After all, standing still would mean she had given up and 
would be okay with dying in the same spot, she couldn’t accept that idea, no more than the 
idea of settling down definitely in one of the safe levels. No, She had a drive, she had a goal, 
and she wanted to be one of the very few wanderers to make it out of there. 

She had found the hub, at last. After hearing about it from other wanderers, she had finally 
found the tunnel linking all the levels together. That one tunnel that other people had 
described to her once, a large place, dark and dimly lit but similar to those tunnels for cars 
that she had often gone through when she lived in the front rooms. In this place there were no 
hostile entities, which was definitely a relief, but the problem was that, according to the 
booklet, most of the doors there were locked unless you had a key. The few that weren’t 
locked lead back to levels that were often visited, such as the suburbs in level 9, the habitable 
zone in Level | and the city in Level 11. Louise had a key to one of the locked doors, she just 
had no way of knowing which level it was. So, just to be safe, she asked Selever to remain 
inside her bag and then started trying her key on the doors, one by one until she found the 
one. She quickly regretted it. This one, fucking door she opened sucked her in before she 
could react, and just like that, she was doomed, stuck inside of level “!’. Only one option 
available now : running. She had to run for her life as monsters started coming out from all 
sides. Smilers and shadow creatures behind her, and hounds, dropping from the ceiling. She 
even had to dodge her way around, jumping above discarded bed frames or ducking under 
fallen shelves and lockers, the struggle was real, she had never experienced this, had hoped 
she would never had to, why did this fucking place seem to crush every single hope she had 
one by one ?! 


As she ran, she could see the exit door, with its tiny lit up green light, sticking out against the 
red lighting of the hallway. She knew it would bring her back to level 0. She had met 
survivors who had told her so. But even then, anything was better than dying there. Her lungs 
were burning, she felt like she had run a marathon, her vision was blurring and her legs were 
getting weak but she couldn’t stop. “not today, not now, not like this !!” She thought to 
herself as she ran, those thoughts manifested as a raw shout as she felt her heart ready to 


a few meters left and she would be there. Just a few more. 

As she got closer, the exit door opened itself for her. She didn’t even notice what was on the 
other side, she just kept running towards the light and just as she got out, something caught 
her. 

She yelped as she felt something wrapping around her right arm and thorns digging in her 
flesh. Another appendage caught her by the neck and she gagged as she fought back. She had 
just gotten out, she wasn’t about to let those creatures drag her back in, no matter how 
exhausted and tired she was. As she turned around to try and resist, she saw that the things 
wrapped around her were smiler’s tongues. She never even knew these things had fucking 
tongues ! Even the M.E.G didn’t know ! 

She was exhausted and her muscles were too weak to resist for long and the smilers knew it. 
Despite giving it her best, they were starting to drag her back towards the open door and the 
tension combined with the pressure of the tongue wrapped around her arm was starting to 
crush her arm. Within seconds, there was a sickening snapping sound and Louise shrieked in 
pain as her arm broke in three places, bending unnaturally into the grasp of the disgusting 
tendril. The one around her neck was getting tighter too, making it harder for her to breathe, 


tears started to fill her eyes as she thought that she was going to die, when suddenly, the 
tongues were cut off. The sudden loss of tension threw her back on the ground while the door 
slammed shut and disappeared with its monsters. She sat there, trying to catch her breath, 
tears flowing on her cheeks as she quickly took off the tongues that had wrapped around her 
neck, coughing and rubbing the wounds to try and see how bad it was. She was bleeding 
badly because of the thorns, and her arm, clearly broken, was so painful that she didn’t even 
try to touch it or to remove the thing still twitching and wrapped around it. In all her four 
years in the backrooms, she had never seen so much of her own blood at once, it was 
shocking. She was trying to assess the damage, but with how much she was bleeding, 
assessing only served to shock her more. 

She was so focused on trying to recover from this that she never heard the voice, asking a 
few times if she was okay, until someone placed a hand on her shoulder, startling her. “Hey, 
Are you alright ? What happened just now ?” A man asked and Louise looked up only to see 
a familiar face. It wasn’t someone she had met personally before, it was the face of a famous 
character she knew. A character she had seen in many video games before: Geralt of Rivia. 
“T... Wait... Where am I...?” She asked weakly as she looked around quickly “I’m not... 
This isn’t level 0... Did I finally get out of that place...?” She wondered aloud, puzzling the 
witcher even more “What place ? What was that door ?” He asked, confused as he tried to get 
even the tiniest bit of information from this mysterious girl in return, and Louise winced a bit 
as she scrambled to get up. “The Backrooms...” She replied slowly and Geralt raised an 
eyebrow “You’re going to need to be more precise. What was this door and what are the 
Backrooms ? Who even are you ?” He asked, stepping closer to Louise with a menacing glare 
and Louise quickly stepped back, wincing when her broken arm swayed limply by her side. 
She felt vulnerable, weak, and she hated it. Especially because Geralt was taking advantage 
of this to try and scare her into giving him information. She was still sniffling and crying but 
she also glared at him and Geralt reluctantly sighed. From her stance, he could tell she would 
not go down easily even in her state. With her teeth clenched, and glaring eyes, she was 
shaking and drenched in her own blood, yet he could tell she was ready to run or to bite if she 
had to. She was obviously scared and very much in pain and the situation made him compare 
her to a wounded animal. He knew all too well how an injured and cornered animal could 
become. Unpredictable and dangerous. He could tell he wouldn’t get anything from this girl 
without helping her first. “Follow me, we’re going to the infirmary wing of the castle.” He 
said bluntly as he turned around and started walking. Louise stared at him for a few seconds 
before she followed and was relieved when she really arrived at the infirmary wing with him. 
There, he started treating her wounds, starting with her neck. She would wince and flinch 
when he first disinfected the wounds left by the thorns but she didn’t move away or 
complain. Louise had a pretty high tolerance to pain, and it would take a lot to make her 
actually scream or pull away, which was why her arm was more delicate to treat. She was 
afraid of letting Geralt touch it or even graze it. She knew how much it was going to hurt, and 
that it was necessary, yet she couldn’t avoid treatment eternally if she wanted to get better. 
Geralt showed the patience of a saint on that. He carefully removed the tongue that had been 
stuck there ever since the girl had arrived in the great hall, and then focused integrally on 
treating her arm so that the bones and wounds would heal properly. He couldn’t fully enclose 
her arm to keep it still but had enough material on hand to make something sturdy enough 
and easy to remove and replace for when he would have to check wounds again, and 
surprisingly, she barely fussed. In fact, she had been squeezing her eyes shut and biting into 
the sleeve of her shirt to keep quiet, which Geralt wouldn’t have expected. Most people he 
had to take care of before, who weren’t used to injuries, were annoyingly noisy, either 


yelping, complaining or even moving around all throughout treatment. This girl just knew to 
focus on staying still and did her best to bear with the pain, even though it took a lot of 
energy out of her. 

By the time he was done, she was dozing off, exhausted from trying to stay strong despite the 
pain and being so tensed up. Her eyes were closing on their own and her head was slowly 
falling before she caught herself and straightened up briefly only to doze off again. “Don’t 
fall asleep now...” He said to her, still hoping to get some answers from her, and Louise 
shook her head slowly “ ‘m trying... My eyes won’t.... stay open...” she mumbled, still 
dozing off “At least tell me your name before you fall asleep then.“ He asked back and 
Louise rubbed her eyes a bit, trying to focus “Louise...” she replied just before she fell 
asleep, causing Geralt to sigh and roll his eyes with a slightly amused smile “She tried.” He 
said to himself before he carefully lifted her up and carried her to a room where he put her to 
rest. The truth was that Louise had really meant to stay awake, after all she wasn’t sure that 
she was even safe yet, but she had completely exhausted herself and now, she just desperately 
needed rest. 

While she slept, Geralt returned to the place where the girl had appeared, in the main hall of 
the castle. There he found her bag and the remains of the monster's tongues he had cut off 
along with a mess of blood that he knew he would have to clean up later. Instead, he focused 
on the tongues again. They looked similar to the appendages of beasts he had fought in the 
past, but they also had their own unique points. He collected everything, bringing the remains 
into the lab of the Castle before he dropped the girl's bag in her room so she wouldn't worry 
and look for it when she would wake up. With all that had happened, he hadn’t even noticed 
that she had recognized him when she had looked at him. Her arrival at Kaer Morhen was 
confusing and she had left the witcher with questions that would only be answered when his 
visitor would awaken. Still he made a point of taking notes of their conversation. The 
mention of a place called the back rooms and of a level 0. Not to mention the amount of 
hostile creatures and monsters that seemed to await there, from what he had seen through that 
door. He wondered if she had been trapped in some sort of building or other dimension built 
on multiple levels. Or maybe a dimentionnal prison filled with nightmarish monsters to 
torture and kill its prisoners. Nothing he could think of made enough sense. He missed too 
much information and the library of the castle didn't seem to help either. His mysterious guest 
seemed to have all the keys. 


While he was thinking about all of this, Vesemir came back from hunting along with Eskel. 
The two had caught a few rabbits, a deer and a boar. They would have enough meat for a 
while and seemed satisfied with their catches. Vesemir frowned when he came in however. 
He could smell remains of the scent of multiple monsters and yet, there was no presence 
nearby. Worried, he called out "Geralt ! Geralt are you there ?" He then waited for a bit and 
when Geralt came down the stairs, he breathed a sigh of relief. "Geralt did something sneak 
into the castle while we were gone ? Why does it smell like monster in here ?" The old 
witcher asked as he set down his catch on a table. 

"No, nothing sneaked in. Not exactly." Geralt replied as he leaned on a table and extended his 
hand, displaying the tongue he had removed on Louise earlier. Intrigued, Vesemir came to 
take a closer look, frowning when he realized he didn’t know which creature this thing had 
come from. “Geralt. Where did this come from ? What is it ?” He asked and Geralt shrugged 
“Tt’s a tongue, I think. Came from the same place the girl did. I don’t know anything else 
yet.” He replied and Eskel froze. “There’s a girl ?!” From there it took a few minutes to 
actually piece things out as they put the meat away and then followed Geralt to the room 


where he had put Louise to rest. It was undeniable that she was mysterious, wearing clothes 
that didn’t belong to their world, and a strange type of bag as well, made in a material they 
couldn’t quite identify. 


"Did she say anything at all before she fell asleep ?" Eskel asked as they left the room 
afterwards. 

"Yeah, a little after the door closed, when I first talked to her, she seemed a little lost. 
Mentioned a place called the backrooms, asking if she was out.. and then said something 
about a level 0. I don't have anything else. I tried to question her but it didn’t go as planned 
and I only got her name after treating her wounds. She fell asleep too quickly." Geralt 
explained in response. 

“Then what’s her name ?” Eskel asked, curious about any bit of information he could get his 
hands on. “Louise.” Geralt replied simply. 

This puzzled the two other witchers, but they could tell that if Geralt didn't have any other 
information, they wouldn't find much else either. 

While they waited for her to wake up, they dealt with their meat, preparing it and then storing 
most of it before using a bit for their meal. They made a rabbit stew with some bread and 
cheese and by the time it was ready, Louise was just waking up, blinking slowly. 


She was confused by the stone ceiling at first before she remembered that she had somehow 
arrived at Kaer Morhen. She also remembered that she had met Geralt of Rivia and suddenly 
she got worried. She hoped that this wasn't just another level of the backrooms where the 
level took on the form of fictions she knew. She hoped that she was really out, even if she 
wasn't in her world. She sat up slowly, and then looked at her bandaged arm before she 
touched her neck, bandaged as well. It had been a close call. Too close. She then thought 
about her bag, and Selever and she grew nervous, wondering if her only friend was alright. 
When she saw her bag next to her bed, she grabbed it and opened it slowly "Selever...? Are 
you okay there ? Please tell me you’re okay..." She asked nervously. The buttersnake slowly 
slithered out and nuzzled against her "I'm alright Louise. But you're hurt... what happened 
while I was inside the bag ?" He asked. 

"I-I... Lopened a door when we were in the hub and it... it was... The level where you have 
to run for your life." Louise replied as she pet Selever gently, feeling reassured to have him 
by her side. 

"Oh Louise... but you made it out. You're incredible." The snake praised and she giggled a 
bit. Before she winced as it caused pain to her neck. “Ow... Ow... okay no laughing... I 
almost didn't make it... I didn't know it but Smilers have tentacle-like tongues that are 
covered in spikes, and they caught me just as I got out. And I was saved by someone else." 
She told him and Selever looked around a bit. "I see. We were very lucky then. And now that 
you mention it, I don't feel the signature energy of the backrooms here. I believe we got out. 
We are now, probably, in another world that belongs to the front rooms." He said and Louise 
breathed a sigh of relief as she fell back against her pillow "Oh thank fuck we're really out ! 
For a moment I was worried this was yet another level we'd have to get out of !" She said as 
she hugged Selever. 

"We are safe Louise. We will find another way to get you back to your world." Selever 
replied softly as he curled up on her chest and snuggled with her. 

Right as they were done talking to each other, there was a knock on the door of the room and 
Louise sat up again, struggling lightly with only arm available, as the door opened and in 
came Geralt, followed by Vesemir, one of them holding a tray with food. 


"Ah you're up, good. How do you feel ?" Geralt asked 

"Much better. Thank you for rescuing me and treating my wounds. And sorry for falling 
asleep on you back there," Louise smiled sheepishly. 

"It's fine, you were exhausted. Is that snake your pet ? It wasn't with you earlier." Geralt 
asked as he gave her the tray, eyeing the snake carefully. He had never seen something like it 
before, and wondered if it was dangerous. 

"Oh, yeah, this is actually my friend, his name is Selever. He is a Buttersnake. "she replied. 
Selever bowed his head to the two witchers while spreading his wings, as if making an 
elegant reverence. It made it clear that he was an intelligent being. 

"Selever was hidden in my bag. I had told him to stay in there in case I opened a dangerous 
door. I'm glad I did so, considering the place I landed in after that.." she then said. 

"About that... What happened to you ? What are the backrooms ? What were the creatures 
behind that door ?" Geralt asked, and Louise tensed a bit, scratching her head. "Oh boy, 
where do I even start..." she said, frowning as she tried to think of a way to explain. 

"So... let’s start with this world, your world is...part of a unit called the Front rooms. If you 
saw it as a building, they would be the part that everyone gets to see, the front of the shop 
kind of.... But then the building would have hidden spaces and stuff that people aren’t 
supposed to go through. That’s what the backrooms are... In the spaces between these 
worlds, these frontroomes, there’s the backrooms. It's a place that isn't supposed to be 
accessed, like... An error dimension that is there by default but wasn't meant to be 
inhabited." She started explaining as the two witchers sat down to listen to her. 

"And so how did you end up there if people aren't supposed to go there ?" Vesemir asked 
"By accident. The problem with the Backrooms, is that since it exists between worlds, it 
creates breaches... small cracks. They're not visible but they just happen to be there. And just 
like that, one day you'll be walking back home, trip on a rock and suddenly, instead of falling 
on the floor, you fall through it and end up in the backrooms, with no way out." Louise 
replied, petting Selever slowly. She took a breath before she continued, trying to choose her 
words carefully. Those men were witchers, monster hunters. Telling them this much 
information should be fine after all, this was common knowledge in the backrooms, there was 
no need to keep it secret. 

"Level 0, is the level in which all wanderers first arrive. It’s...safe... but very empty. I fell in 
like everyone else." She said as she looked at the food they had brought her. It had been a 
while since she hadn’t gotten to eat something that wasn’t ration food or food out of a can. It 
smelled nice, made her stomach rumble a bit, but she felt she should keep talking with the 
witchers a little bit first. "So when you asked about a level 0 ...?” Geralt asked 

“Yeah, the place you saw me coming out of, normally when you reach the exit of it, you’re 
brought back to level 0” Louise nodded slowly. 

"Then what was the place you were in before that ?" Vesemir asked and Louise frowned, 

"A nightmare." She replied before she looked away slightly. This was still too recent and 
describing it or thinking of it made her wounds throb with pain from the vivid memory. 
“Alright, you don’t have to talk about that now, sorry for asking. Instead, would you tell us 
how you survived for that long ? You must have had a lot of skill, because if what you said so 
far is true, you fell in there unprepared and untrained right ?” Vesemir asked and Louise 
shook her head “I... No... I think I was just... Extremely lucky. Also, I had... I had memory 
jars, though I got them later on...” She replied as she thought back on all the people who had 
helped her and the amount of things she had obtained by luck. 

Geralt and Vesemir nodded. So far Louise seemed to have only told the truth, although she 
had obviously kept some parts to herself. While they couldn’t fully trust her, they figured 


they could at least let her stay as she didn’t seem like much of a threat. They were also sure 
Louise was giving herself less credits than she deserved. They both knew that having 
knowledge and luck wasn’t enough to survive in a hostile environment and while she may not 
have been able to fight to protect herself, she must have at least been very agile and quick to 
think and act to get herself out of trouble, where other people would have been frozen in 
place by fear or not fit enough to get away. Still, Geralt was now curious about another item 
she had mentioned “What is a memory jar ?” He asked 

“Ah, um... So a memory jar normally looks like a plain empty jar, with the exception that 
you can’t remove the lid from it. When someone dies next to one, their memories are 
absorbed into the jar and the lid becomes removable so that you can see the memories of the 
person that died. I also found out they are sometimes used as currency for trades and that the 
colors of the memories depict the type of person those guys were when they were alive.” 
Louise explained as she rummaged in her bag. The witchers were taken aback when she sunk 
her whole arm inside of it despite it clearly not being deep enough to normally do so. It 
should have been impossible, clearly, and they realized this was also something Louise had 
kept to herself, showing she didn’t fully trust them either, but that she was willing to, since 
she would show them what a memory jar was. Soon she pulled out a medium sized jar filled 
with tiny balls of pink light floating around inside it. ““This is a memory jar. It’s actually the 
one I found next to the dead person and the bag. They had left a note... For the person who 
would find them.” Louise said, smiling a bit sadly as she also pulled out the note. On it was 
written the following message : “Hi, my name is Jane, I don’t know if anyone will ever find 
this in this god forsaken place, but if you do, it probably means I died. If I have one, please 
keep my memory jar with you. I would be happy if even my memories could make it out of 
there, and maybe you will be the lucky one to exit for real out of the backrooms. Much like 
you, I found this bag next to another dead person with a memory jar, and before me, they had 
left a note too. So I collected the jar and used the bag to survive to the best of my abilities. It 
seems this bag has had a lot of owners before, as you could tell from the amount of memory 
jars kept in there. All of them have left messages as well, and you will find them stashed 
away in a box. If you ever need it, the others before me, and myself, allow you to use our 
memory jars to trade for food or emergency supplies you may need. And we hope you will be 
luckier than we were. 


PS: There are also journals from previous owners, myself included, we hope they’II also help 
you in your survival.” 

Louise always teared up when she read it, and reading it aloud just made it feel even sadder 
than it already was when she had first found it. One of the main reasons for that was that it 
also reminded her of Gladis. She had imagined many times that this would be the type of note 
she would have left behind if she had been able to. The two of them had been too soft to 
survive the backrooms. She quickly wiped her tears before she looked at the witchers, “It 
feels silly because I didn’t know these people and yet they still looked out for me... So it... It 
only felt right to take them with me. I’m glad I was able to get them out as well... Even if 
they’re not alive to see it anymore. I didn’t trade any jars luckily, and I saw that the others 
before didn’t trade any either.” She said, sniffling a bit. 

Geralt looked at her for a minute. Louise had shared something precious to her with them. 
And it was clear she had been through a lot more than they originally thought. Hesitantly, he 
patted her on the shoulder gently and so did Vesemir. This girl had carried the literal 
memories of strangers with her in hopes of reaching the exit with them. The memories of 
other people who had tried and failed to get out of the backrooms and had still been nice 


enough to look out for the next traveler who would find what was left by and of them. 

"You did great Louise. I don't know if that will mean much to you to hear this from me, but 
I'm proud of you. No matter how you look at it, you survived a place where a lot of people 
usually die or remain stuck, as evidence from the memory jars you have with you. Whether it 
was out of sheer luck or thanks to your own skills, it's something that you can be proud of." 
Vesemir praised gently 

"Not everyone would have been as respectful as you were even after finding out those 
messages. You did well." Geralt added and Louise smiled slightly at that. She felt somehow 
better, knowing that she had made a good choice. 

With that out of the way, she ate the food they had brought to her after that and found that it 
tasted a hundred times better than she had expected it to. “Louise.... Why are you crying ? 
Does anything hurt ? Is it not to your taste ?” Vesemir frowned and Louise shook her head 
before she touched her cheek and realized she was indeed crying. Four years without a proper 
meal had impacted her more than she thought. “It’s great, it’s actually awesome.” She replied. 
Just what had she gone through ? The more they learned about her, the more mysterious she 
seemed. Right now they were realizing how vulnerable she was and that she probably hadn’t 
gotten the opportunity to be like that in a very long time. They wanted to be wary of her, but 
it was becoming difficult when Louise was gradually earning their sympathy and proving she 
really needed help and support over anything. She shared some food with Selever while the 
witchers stepped away to discuss for a moment and when they came back, Geralt approached 
her first, "So now your next objective is to go home right ?" Geralt asked and Louise nodded 
"If possible yes. I don't know for how long I've disappeared from my world but I would like 
to go back eventually. At this point my only problem is that I have no idea if time flows the 
same in the backrooms or not. It would be a huge inconvenience if... If it had only been four 
years for me... And it has been decades in my world..." She replied with a slight frown. In 
truth, that thought terrified her. She was scared that her struggle to get back home would be 
in vain. She imagined how nightmarish it would be to go back and find out that all her loved 
ones and family had passed away while she was gone because she had been missing for 
years. She shook her head quickly, trying to get rid of the thought before she looked back at 
Vesemir and Geralt "Anyways, there's no need to rush. I'll get back when I get back. Rushing 
won't help. So I uh... I would like to ask you for your help... Please. I know I don't have 
much to give in return... And... And you guys might not trust me... But I really do need 
help." She pleaded as she looked up at them and the two witchers exchanged looks before 
they looked back at her. 

She did try to have a wise vision of things and they could only agree with her, but more 
importantly, they understood more than anyone how it hurt to outlive the people you love and 
they didn't wish this for Louise. 

"We could try. You did say there’s a whole dimension full of monsters, and you came out of a 
door that looked like it was hell itself. But if we’re going to do this, you’ll have to learn to 
defend yourself. I’m not going to babysit you." Geralt replied as he thought about it and 
Louise nodded. Then she thought about what he said for a minute. "But wait. You mean 
you’re not just going to try to send me back home... but go to the backrooms...with me ?" 
She asked. She had only wanted to confirm it but when she saw the look in Geralt’s eyes she 
knew. He was dead serious, he wanted to hunt those creatures and she wasn’t sure if she 
should tell him that some of those were just impossible to kill. Besides, she didn’t want to tell 
them everything she knew just yet. Some information she had could always be used later, and 
if they were really going back to this hellish place then, her knowledge about the entities 
there would probably be useful to convince them to keep her close. 


Louise had accepted to learn from Geralt how to fight and protect herself but she wouldn't be 
able to do so right away, after all, she was still injured. Her neck would recover quicker than 
her arm would. The Smilers had really done a number on her, in fact she had never been this 
badly injured before in all her four years in the backrooms. Maybe those smilers did belong 
to some sort of variant that had tongues after all. On top of that, the thorns in their tongues 
had left large cuts that would need to be checked regularly until they fully healed. The thing 
was, Louise didn’t know just how bad those wounds would turn out to be. Despite the careful 
treatment she received, some of them got infected, causing her to get a fever. The fever 
brought on nightmares and soon, Louise was delirious. In the middle of the night, she started 
crying, clutching at the sheets of the bed with her left hand, until her knuckles turned white. 
Worried, Selever slithered away quickly and went to find Geralt. “You’re Louise’s snake. 
What do you want ?” The witcher frowned before Selever pointed towards Louise’s room 
with his tail. “Help! She is sick! Please help my friend!” He said, his voice resonating in 
Geralt’s mind. He had communicated by telepathy before with Yennefer, so he wasn’t too 
surprised, still, the urgency in Selever’s tone made him move. He collected the snake and 
made his way to Louise, only to find her panting and crying in her sleep. Upon examining 
her, he realized she had a high fever and that some of her wounds had gotten infected. 

While he prepared everything he needed to treat her, he heard her sobbing in her sleep “I’m 
sorry.... Gladis..... Clay... I’m sorry.... I didn’t know...” She cried. She was seeing their 
faces. Gladis who had turned into a Wretch and Clay who had been torn apart by a skin- 
stealer, she was seeing them going through those events again, she was seeing their ghosts, 
blaming her for not helping, for not saving them. Geralt frowned as he tried to calm her 
down. “Selever, what do you know ?” He asked the snake and Selever looked down at Louise 
“She hasn’t told me much... She did say that she was with someone named Galdis when she 
landed in the backrooms, but then she refused to tell me what had happened. And Clay... She 
always blamed herself for what happened to him. She said he was killed by a skin-stealer, and 
she couldn’t warn him in time.” He replied as he nuzzled her cheek slowly, trying to comfort 
her. So that was it. Louise had lost two people she cared about, and she felt it was her fault. 
That, he could understand. He too had lost people he felt he could have protected. Most 
witchers did. He just didn’t expect that someone like Louise would have experienced 
something like this. It made him feel closer to her, sympathetic. “You’re okay Louise. You 
did your best.” He said as he pressed a cold compress on her forehead and Louise winced a 
bit before she opened her eyes slowly, still delirious. Geralt glanced at her as he cleaned the 
wounds on her arm very carefully. “I can’t be here... I need to go help... Gladis...and 
Clay...” she mumbled incoherently, now thinking they were alive and in need of her help 
somewhere. Even her thoughts were incoherent and Geralt had to prevent her from trying to 
get up when she tried to go look for those people she had mentioned. Stopping her caused her 
to start crying uncontrollably “Let go.. let go !! I need to help them !!! I can save them !” She 
cried, half yelling. The agitation was bad for her injuries and in a desperate attempt, Geralt 
quickly hugged her and covered her eyes with one hand “Louise. Listen to me, focus on my 
voice. You’re okay. You’re at Kaer Morhen with your snake Selever. You need to rest.” He 
said as calmly as he could and Louise slowly calmed as she listened to him “Kaer...Kaer 
Morhen... right... so it...it’s... too late...” she sniffled before she grew tired once more and 
fell asleep again on his shoulder, her body going limp against him. Geralt sighed heavily as 
he laid her back down and returned to cleaning her wounds and rebandaging them. Whatever 
she had gone through had deeply traumatized her. He couldn’t bring himself to imagine and 
Selever had already told him what he knew. Once he was done, he decided to remain close to 
Louise. After all that, it wasn’t exaggerated to say that he felt somewhat protective of her, and 


he figured she might have other fever induced nightmares and freakouts so someone would 
have to stay to keep her grounded and calm through it. 

It took two full weeks before Louise recovered from her fever and from her infections. She 
apologized many times to Geralt for her actions when she was feverish. He hadn’t told her 
exactly what she had done or who she had talked about. She couldn’t remember and he 
figured she would be uncomfortable if he told her about it, so he had simply told her that she 
had tried to get out of bed and had fussed about, which Louise felt guilty about. Still she was 
thankful that he had taken the time to stay with her. She wasn’t sure how to let him know just 
how grateful she was, but she had started thinking about it. 

While those two were together, it was Vesemir who contacted Yennefer and asked her to 
come over to assist on Louise’s case. 

Days went by after this, peaceful, as Louise recovered and explored the castle of Kaer 
Morhen with her snake friend. She took full advantage of her slow recovery to sleep in while 
she could but that also meant she would often miss seeing the witchers training, though she 
figured she would get to do that training soon enough so she wasn't too worried about it. Still, 
she walked around the training grounds, looking at the racks of wooden swords and the real 
ones just next to them. There were also spears, daggers and all kinds of weapons she had only 
ever seen on a medieval fair back in france. "Do you like swords Louise ?" Selever asked her 
as they looked at one of the racks together. He was resting on her shoulders as she carried 
him around "Hmm... I'm not sure like is the right word. But I do have an interest. I want to 
learn but I never had a reason to before." She replied as she looked at one of the swords in 
particular. It had a polished blade like a mirror and seemed very light when she picked it up 
with one hand. She just wanted to look at it, had no intentions to play with it, after all she 
knew better than to wildly swing a blade around. 

"But now you have a reason to have one, and to learn to use it. And even if we don't wish to, 
if we ever fall again into the backrooms, having a sword would be really useful !" the snake 
said and Louise agreed with that. Things were different now. She would be justified in having 
a weapon with her at all times, that was for sure. She put down the sword she had picked up, 
very careful to leave it the same way it was before. She only startled when she heard 
footsteps coming into the room. It had become a habit for her, to tense up at every noise that 
came from out of her field of vision. Staying on guard at all times when you heard any noise 
was a basic survival rule in the backrooms. Still she turned around slowly, to look at the 
source of the noise, and only relaxed when she saw that it was Geralt. 

"You have good hearing. Not a lot of people would be able to hear the footsteps of a witcher." 
Geralt remarked as he walked up to her. 

"Backroom survival instinct... In a place that is mostly eerily quiet, the slightest sound could 
mean death, especially if it's from something that is out of sight" Louise replied and the 
witcher nodded "That also applies here. It's good that you have some experience in surviving 
in hostile environments, it will help a lot when you will begin your training." He said and 
Louise smiled back. Geralt spoke up again "I heard what you were saying to Selever earlier. 
Although I didn’t hear him, I understood that you have a will to learn. That’s a good thing. If 
you do well enough you might get your own sword one day." He suggested and Louise lit up 
"You mean I'll have my own customized sword ? That's awesome !" She beamed, making 
him smile lightly. 

"Sure. It will be easier to tell what kind of sword fits you best once I see how you generally 
move. You will start with wooden swords though." He replied as he looked at the sword she 
had picked up. It was a nameless blade that had been made for training younger witchers. 
Even though he had used it before, this one had always felt too light for him, however, it 


seemed to fit Louise quite well. They discussed a bit more about what her training would be 
like as they left the training grounds to go to the kitchen where Geralt made some food for 
the two of them. 

After that Louise went back to her room with Selever and later on again, when Geralt and 
Vesemir came to get her for dinner time, they heard her singing to herself. 

Louise was writing in her journal, recording everything she hadn’t been able to in the last 
weeks. She was lucky to have been left-handed since she didn’t have to struggle to write 
while her other hand was recovering. After listening to her for a minute or so, the witchers 
knocked on the door, alerting Louise of their presence before they came in. 

“Hey Louise. What’s that you’re working on ?” Vesemir asked and Louise looked down “Oh 
um, that’s my journal. I haven’t really been able to keep up on it since I arrived... So I 
figured I should do that now.” She replied as she finished what she was writing before she 
closed her journal and placed it back inside her bag. “Did you need something ?” She then 
asked and Geralt shook his head “It’s time for dinner so we came to check on you.” he said 
and Vesemir elbowed him lightly “Actually, we wanted to call you to join us” He corrected 
and Louise smiled lightly, finding them amusing “alright, 1°11 go with you then” She said as 
she got up carefully and followed them back to the kitchen where Eskel was already waiting. 
They ate together, Eskel chatting a bit with Louise before she helped clean the table and the 
dishes. 

Months went by and by then Louise had been given a proper room and had soon fully 
replenished her health, it was time for her to start her training. 

What she hadn’t anticipated was that Geralt was extremely serious about this. On the first 
day, while she was still asleep, considering how early in the morning it was, Geralt came to 
get her, opening the door wide before he stomped his way inside “Get up Louise, you have 
ten minutes to get ready and come to the training ground.” He said gruffly and Louise buried 
her head a bit further into her sheets “Can I have like.... Two more minutes... please ...?” 
She replied and Geralt stayed quiet but she heard his footsteps leaving the room. With that, 
she had no intention of falling back asleep, she just needed the two minutes to wake up 
properly, rub her face and maybe stare at the ceiling until her sleepiness left, but Geralt didn’t 
know that. He came back and before Louise could ask what he was doing, she was splashed 
with a bucket of ice cold water that made her jump out of the bed with a loud gasp “WHAT 
THE FUCK GERALT ?!” She screamed as she found herself shivering while Geralt just 
stared at her, empty bucket in hand “I told you to get up.” He simply replied and Louise 
swore she would pull on his silvery hair if given the chance “I was about to !!! I had already 
woken up when you came the first time, I asked for two minutes so I could properly wake 
myself up, you asshole !!!”’ She yelled at him but Geralt barely listened as he left the room, 
closing the door behind him. Louise got ready quickly after this, fueled by her anger after the 
witcher. She hoped as well that she wouldn’t catch a cold from this and Selever quietly 
followed, worried about her. Within a few minutes, in even less time than Geralt had 
originally given her, she was at the training ground and Geralt threw her a wooden sword. 
“Show me what you’ve got.” He said. He needed to assess what he had to train her in first. A 
first fight would give him pointers on what she could improve and what she needed to work 
hard on. 

Louise didn’t have to be told twice. The problem was that she couldn’t see any opening on 
Geralt. She walked around him, cautiously and then decided that, if she couldn’t find any 
opening, she would just have to create some. Geralt followed her around, watching her, until 
Louise kicked the ground in a way that would send enough sand towards Geralt’s face. When 
he used his arms to shield himself, she moved in, hoping to get a hit to his leg or to his side, 


but Geralt saw it coming and dodged, before he hit her in the stomach, causing her to yelp 
and fall to her knees “Ack ! f-Fuck !!’ She cursed, holding her stomach. “Again.” Geralt 
demanded, and Louise glared at him before she stumbled to her feet. She refused to blindly 
attack him if she was only going to get herself beaten up. She had to be clever. To think of 
ways to distract him, which proved difficult since Geralt wasn’t as easy to trick as some of 
the creatures in the backrooms. They went on like this for most of the morning. Louise took a 
beating, which she considered unsurprising, considering how relentless Geralt was. From that 
first session the witcher knew that she lacked some stamina, precision and basic strength. 
However, she had good reflexes. She had been able to dodge most hits and to parry on time 
even though she got hit right after. He could tell why she was like this. Considering what he 
had learned about her, stealth and reflexes seemed to be the most basic survival skills in the 
back rooms but that also meant she had never fought or encountered a creature that was on 
par with a human when it came to intelligence and other things. 

From that point on, he started training her on the things she lacked first. He made her run in 
the morning, until she couldn’t stand up anymore, and then after letting her rest while they 
ate breakfast, he would make her spar against him while wearing weighted gear on her arms 
and ankles. Louise didn’t complain much. She would curse when she got hurt or frustrated 
but Geralt could tell something was driving her. He had no idea that she was still upset with 
him for the water bucket incident. She was doing all this in order to get good enough so that 
she could finally get to hit him. Not to mention that this pettiness actually allowed her to 
grow and become a great fighter. It took some time, but she got better. Geralt could tell when 
she started being able to get a few hits on him. She aimed for his legs most of the time, then 
for his sides when he would do a downward slash. She would still get beaten up, and Vesemir 
could tell, he actually teased her about it. The moment when she knew she had made enough 
progress was when it was Vesemir himself who came to take over the training. “Vesemir...? 
Why isn’t Geralt here ?” She asked that morning when she met the old witcher on the training 
field. “Geralt did a good job but he still has much to learn, otherwise I wouldn't train him 
myself from time to time. I’ll be taking over so you can get a full proper training.” He 
explained and Louise knew what that meant. She wasn’t sure how this would go, but then 
Vesemir beat the shit out of her on their first session and she got a perfect idea of what she 
was in for. If Geralt had been hard to deal with, Vesemir was levels above him and now she 
knew shit was getting serious. Still, during all this training, as the two Witchers observed and 
helped her improve, they found a nickname for her. Louise was a nimble fighter. She could 
move quickly, had good reflexes but was very cautious and sometimes easily startled or 
scared, causing her to jump out of the way or to avoid confrontation instead of going in for 
the kill. 

Both witchers knew this behavior stemmed from her time spent in the backrooms where she 
often had no other choice but to run and hide from danger since she was unarmed, Vesemir 
would often scold her for it while they sparred, but it made them think of a little sparrow 
nonetheless. 

And that is exactly how they called her from then on. “Sparrow.” Louise found the nickname 
interesting and funny once Geralt had explained it to her and she didn’t try to correct them or 
get rid of it. She actually liked that they had given her a nickname. That meant that they had 
grown close enough to trust each other now, but the moment she really knew how close they 
had grown, was when Vesemir allowed her to call him “uncle” the same way Geralt and 
Eskel did. This meant she was acknowledged as part of their group, proof that Vesemir had 
accepted her. In fact, they had made enough progress that Louise was now allowed to train 
with a real sword. There would still be occasional injuries, but for the most part, she was 


doing well enough that it never went further than a small cut on her forearms, and even then 
Geralt and Vesemir had assured her that this was normal before showing her cuts that they 
had also gotten during the time they were learning how to use swords. Those were nice 
bonding experiences. 

Once Vesemir deemed she was ready, he made her fight against Geralt. This would be a 
milestone fight at the end of which, she would be getting her very own swords which the 
witchers had already taken the time to get forged, customized and named for her. Louise 
wasn’t aware of that. She just thought it was another way of training her that Vesemir and 
Geralt were putting her through, and to be honest, she just wanted to see if she would finally 
get to hit him in his perfect jaw once and for all. 

Vesemir gave them the signal for them to start the sparring and Louise and Geralt got into 
their stances, circling each other until Geralt attacked first. He came at Louise fast, aiming for 
her side and forcing her to dodge by stepping back. She wasn’t about to let him push her back 
though. She charged back at him, aiming for his left knee and forcing him to parry. They 
started to exchange blows, forcing each other to parry or to evade until Louise saw the 
opportunity she had been waiting for. Geralt was now back to her and she had just a split 
second to move before he would turn around. With all she had, she kicked him in the back 
and grabbed him by the hair, forcing him down before she placed her blade under his neck. 
They were both winded, panting from the exchange and Geralt dropped his blade, raising his 
hands slowly “You win Louise. Congratulations.” He said with a slight smile and Louise 
stared back at him before she got a wide smile “Thanks Geralt, but this isn’t over yet. You see 
I'm petty, and I still haven’t forgotten the water bucket you splashed on me” She replied and 
Geralt frowned then, wondering what she was preparing. His eyes widened when Louise let 
him go and grabbed a bucket of water that had been left near the training ground. “Don’t 
dodge, Geralt alright ? It’s only fair game that I pay you back !” She said as she came closer 
and Geralt quickly got up “Louise..... Louise we can talk about this... Put the bucket down.” 
He said as he walked backwards. It was as if Louise had suddenly become the most 
dangerous girl on earth. When he saw that she wasn’t stopping, he turned to Vesemir who just 
shrugged, having absolutely no intention to interfere. He found it hilarious that Louise had 
held a grudge for so long and in the end, Geralt did end up drenched and forced to go change 
while Louise sat there, satisfied with herself. Vesemir couldn’t help but chuckle and shake his 
head, in his eyes Geralt and Louise would always be kids, and this kind of moment was 
exactly the reason why he thought this way. 

When she had changed and came back, Eskel, Geralt and Vesemir welcomed her in the 
kitchen with a small feast and a large wooden box “Congratulations Louise, you have made 
enough progress to be on par with witchers of the wolf school. All of this is for you and we 
have prepared a gift for you.” Vesemir announced and Louise smiled then. She couldn’t 
remember how long it had been since she had just felt at home like this, felt like she belonged 
somewhere. It felt nice, and she was almost regretting that she would have to leave soon. 
“When I first arrived here, everything felt chaotic to me and I’m sure in your eyes I might 
have been more of a burden than anything. I know that you guys had no reason to help me. 
After all, I had nothing to give you in return. I can only be grateful for all the help you have 
given me. You’ve taken care of me when I was injured and ill, and you taught me how to 
fight. I will always remember this and I hope I will be able to repay this debt one day.” She 
said, bowing to them in respect. Vesemir patted her on the head, he knew she was a good kid. 
“You can start by living a long life for us.” 

Eskel nodded then “You’re tough as nails Louise. Not many people would have endured 
training with those two. So just stay alive okay ?“ 


“You're a wolf now Louise. You’re one of us.” Geralt concluded before he took the box and 
set it down on the table in front of her. Vesemir motioned for her to open it and Louise did, 
finding a pair of swords made for her. She knew that swords, especially ones like these, cost a 
lot to be made, she couldn’t even begin to wonder when they had this prepared for her. 
Slowly, as emotion gripped her heart, she took the swords one by one to carefully study. One 
was named “Song” and the other “Fox” the pair being called “Sparrows” as they had been 
cleverly named after two species of Sparrows and were a call back to Louise’s nickname. 
They were light, and fitted for her style of fighting. She was amazed as she looked at the 
names engraved on the swords, and she was even more grateful about that; quickly wiping 
tears away before they could fall from her eyes before she looked at them and bowed again 
“Thank you ! They’re perfect !” She beamed. Selever too was here, with all this training they 
hadn’t been able to spend much time together, but he was still happy to see the growth of his 
friend and went to hug her to congratulate her. Louise was happy to have him there as well 
“You know I should thank you too Selever ?” She said to him softly 

“Oh ? But I feel I should be the one to thank you Louise. You helped me get out of the 
backrooms, and I’m alive thanks to you. I’m so happy that things worked out for us here. 
You’re stronger now, and happier too.” He replied as he nuzzled her cheek and Louise smiled 
“That’s true, but I wouldn't have made it so far without you. We helped each other, and I want 
you to know that you will always be my first and best friend.” She smiled as she kissed his 
head. They enjoyed the feast together with the witchers after that, talking about everything 
and nothing until late into the night before they all went to sleep. 

Things became a sort of routine after that as Louise would get up in the morning and go to 
train and then spend the day doing whatever she could to help while spending time with 
Selever. There wasn’t much of a choice as she had been told that it would take some time for 
Geralt’s friend to get there. Louise knew they were talking about Yennefer but she kept it for 
herself. 

One day as she was taking care of her swords after training, Selever came to rest on her 
shoulders, as he did everyday, but something felt different. Louise could tell he was heavier 
than before, anc actually, he had been getting slowly heavier day by day. And his wings had 
changed a bit too. 

"Selever, have you.... Grown bigger lately ?" She asked as she petted his head and Selever 
nodded "I did. Louise, do you remember when we talked about where I am from ?" The 
snake replied and Louise thought for a minute before she nodded "yes but you hadn't said 
much about it at the time. I know that you had been in the backrooms for longer than me and 
that you came from a frontrooms world as well but not much else..." she replied and Selever 
nodded "In my world, my species rarely reaches adult age... Much like humans, when we are 
very young and fresh out of the eggs, we don't have any survival instinct and are easy prey 
for predators... I had reached adulthood when I first fell into the backrooms, but my growth 
stopped for some reason and I was stuck at the size you found me at. When in reality, I can 
grow to be twice your size and three times larger than I am now. Since we have gotten out, it 
seems I have started to grow again." He explained and Louise nodded in thoughts as she tried 
to imagine a giant snake with butterfly wings. “Say... Will things change once you will reach 
your full size ?” She asked. She was worried that he might try to eat her, or that his size might 
change too many things. Among those things she also felt disappointed that she wouldn’t get 
to carry him around or cuddle with him like she had done until now. 

“T understand that you would be worried. But I swear I won't hurt you. If anything, I’m 
hoping that I will be able to protect you better once I reach my full size.” Selever replied. He 
had absolutely no reason to hurt the human with whom he had bonded so much over the last 


four years. Still they agreed that they should warn the witchers about the change. The last 
thing they wanted was for the snake to be slain for being too big. 

“What do you mean he’s going to grow bigger...? How big is he going to get ?” Geralt asked 
and Louise scratched her head a bit nervously. “He said he would become about twice my 
size and three times larger than he is now.” She replied and the witcher pinched the bridge of 
his nose before he took a moment to think. Selever had clearly never been a danger since he 
had joined Louise here. Of course that could always change once he reached his full size but 
he was pretty sure they would be able to take care of him if he became a threat. “I’II tell 
Vesemir about it. Selever can stay, but I hope you’ll understand if we keep an eye on him... 
For safety.” He explained and Louise nodded “Yeah of course. Thanks Geralt.”” She smiled in 
return and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek before she left with selever again. 


Things had been pretty normal since then. Aside from the occasional jobs that Vesemir, 
Geralt and Eskel would get, Louise would stay at the castle and wait while training, until 
Geralt came back with Yennefer one evening. It was then that she knew she would soon get 
back to her world... Maybe. To be fair, she wasn’t sure she’d ever be able to go home or if it 
was even worth it at this point but she thought she at least had to try it. 

Yennefer came to her as she was writing in her new journal while sitting in the main hall, 
having completed the other one. In truth, this was her third journal in total. 

“Hello, you must be Louise !” She said with a friendly smile and Louise looked up, nodding. 
She recognized the sorceress, but for now, pretended not to know her. “Yes, that’s me, are 
you a friend of Geralt ?” She asked in return and Yennefer nodded as she took a seat near her 
“Yes, that’s right. My name is Yennefer and I am a sorceress. Vesemir told me a bit about 
your situation but if possible I would like to hear it directly from you, would you be alright 
with that ?” She asked gently and Louise nodded. Over the following hour or so, Louise took 
the time to explain what had happened to her and to answer Yennefer’s every question. She 
also introduced Selever and explained how they had met. Yennefer then took the time to 
explain how she would try to make a portal for Louise and that it might imply going through 
the backrooms again since that is where she went through before arriving to this world. That 
same conversation brought a terrible feeling of dread in Louise’s stomach. She couldn’t 
figure out why and she tried to push it away as she went to sleep later on but then she had this 
horrible nightmare. Soon, she jolted awake, drenched in cold sweat, her hands clutching at 
her blanket so hard that her knuckles had turned white. It took her a full minute to catch her 
breath but she still felt awful. The dreadful feeling she had been having before was even 
worse now, to the point where she was feeling sick from it, and the nightmare had obviously 
not helped. She quickly got up and made her way outside where she promptly threw up. She 
was still coughing and shaking a bit when she heard footsteps behind her and she wiped 
around quickly, only to see Geralt and Yennefer standing there and looking worried for her. 
She didn’t even try to force a smile or to reassure them that she was fine, because she really 
wasn’t and right now, she needed someone to talk to. 

“Louise, what’s wrong ?” Yennefer asked as she came to check her for fever. There was none. 
Louise was pale and sweaty but she wasn’t sick per say. She just seemed really shaken for 
some reason. This also worried Geralt. He had seen her shocked and scared before but never 
to this point, and by now they had spent half a year together. 

“L-let’s... Let’s go back inside... Ill explain.” Louise replied and Yennefer and Geralt 
exchanged a glance before they nodded. They took her back to the kitchen and sat her down, 
placing a warm fur on her shoulders before Yennefer prepared her a cup of tea. Louise took a 
few deep breaths to try and calm herself as she pulled the fur closer around her. “So um... I... 


I’m thankful that you’re helping me go back and all... But I’m... I’ve been... I felt a sense of 
dread, absolutely awful to the point where it made me sick...And then earlier I had a 
nightmare about... About when I was in the backrooms.” She started to explain, searching for 
her words. “Would you feel comfortable telling us what happened in your nightmare ?” 
Yennefer asked gently and Louise hesitated then. Thinking about it again and remembering it 
made her stomach turn and she had to close her eyes and hold back a new wave of nausea 
before she shook her head lightly this nightmare had brought back two of the deaths that had 
marked her the most. Two of the deaths that had actually traumatized her among what felt 
like a sea of other ones. She still couldn’t bring herself to tell anyone about Gladis and what 
had happened during her first few weeks in the backrooms, no matter how much it weighed 
on her. So instead she had to explain how she had met Clay, and what had happened to him, 
she would only tell a partial truth about her nightmare. “Back then... It had been a while 
since I had... landed in the backrooms. I was getting used to things and I'd been getting by 
when I met this guy... Freshly fallen in. His name was Clay. I decided to travel with him and 
to teach him what I had learned by then, but at the time I didn't have the bag or Selever yet so 
it made things a lot more difficult especially when we needed to rest or to eat. Still I... I did 
my best because I absolutely refused to let him end up like... like Gladis. Not now that I 
know how to avoid this fate. Clay was a good friend. He was a goofball and he liked to chat 
and joke around, but he knew when to be serious. His only problem was that he was too... 
Innocent... Too soft for a place like the backrooms.” She recounted, taking the tea cup that 
Yennefer handed her. She warmed her hands on it for a few seconds, looking down at the 
liquid in the cup before she continued her story, a knot in her throat, “One day I woke up and 
Clay had gone over to a silhouette in the distance. He thought it was another wanderer and 
I... I didn’t get the time to warn him about the danger... What he had gotten close to was a 
skin-stealer... I couldn’t... I couldn't help him or protect him in time and that thing... Killed 
him in front of me.. All I heard was him trying to call my name before...” She choked, both 
because of the nausea and because of the tears filling her eyes as she remembered how the 
Skin-stealer had crushed Clay’s neck. She remembered how she stood there, frozen as the 
creature snapped her friend’s neck and started to tear apart her friend and collected his skin, 
blood splattering on Louise’s own face and clothes. She couldn’t describe this to Geralt and 
Yennefer. She wouldn’t. She skipped it entirely instead. “I only got away when I realized that 
it had noticed me. And earlier tonight, I had a nightmare where I was... reliving those 
moments. Witnessing Gladis... turning again.. and then running from her only to see Clay 
being killed again...and then.. being back in that... corridor of death...” She finished 
explaining, unable to look Geralt or Yennefer in the eyes. She had never told this to anyone. 
Even with Selever she hadn’t been able to explain this much, and in truth, she felt like it only 
made her guilt and nausea worse. Geralt had known that she had gone through a lot but not 
that it started right when she landed in the backrooms. This hit a lot closer to his experience 
as a witcher than he originally thought. The things she had to face with Clay’s death was very 
much like the first trial all witchers experienced as kids. And he, along with Vesemir, Eskel 
and Lambert, all clearly remembered how traumatizing this was. Yennefer, on the other hand, 
had once lost people she held dear as well. They had no words for what Louise was going 
through at the moment but Yennefer was still curious about something. 

“Louise, why do you feel this way ? What has gotten you so nervous that you would get 
nightmares and nausea ?” She asked and Louise finally looked up at the two of them, her 
eyes filled with a mix of emotions yet only one showing stronger than the rest : fear. 

“Tm... I just... I don’t want to go back.... I feel dreadful... Like- something horrible will 
happen if I return to the backrooms...” Louise replied simply, her voice shaking. It was 


primal fear. The fear that she wouldn’t be able to get out again if she returned, or that she 
would either die or see her new friends die before she could get out again. It was too much 
for her to bear. 

Yennefer and Geralt understood this feeling perfectly. 

They didn’t know until now, what coming out of the backrooms had meant to Louise but they 
knew they should trust her gut feeling, after all she had survived in this place for long enough 
to know what she was talking about. Still they tried to reassure her as best as they could 
about this, at least enough so she wouldn’t be sick and be able to go back to sleep, and soon 
enough, Louise relaxed after finishing her tea. She ended up falling asleep on Geralt’s 
shoulder and the witcher sighed as he looked at her, “It’s the third time she fell asleep on me 
like this.” He then commented as he started to move her carefully so he could carry her back 
to her room “Can you blame her ? After testing it myself, I can say for sure that you make a 
good pillow.” Yennefer chuckled, making Geralt shake his head with a vague smile on his 
lips. “Of course you would say that.” He replied before he put Louise back to bed and sat 
nearby, Yennefer coming over to sit with him and keep him company, as they kept watch for 
the night in case Louise had another nightmare. 

Many thoughts crossed his mind that night. Louise had told them a lot about the backrooms 
themselves and about Selever and her bag but never had she talked about her personal 
experiences in detail before tonight. On top of that, he could tell she still hadn’t told them the 
whole truth. He still remembered the names she had mentioned when she was suffering from 
her fever. “Gladis.” He assumed this person too must have died in a way that had affected 
Louise so much that she still couldn’t talk about it. 

She had mentioned meeting people and traveling with different groups or companions at 
some points but had never told them much else about them or how she had handled her sanity 
and trauma there. To him and the others it had just seemed like she was a strong survivor who 
had seen a lot and was still ready to face a lot, but here they were and she finally showed that 
she had some trauma she hadn’t mentioned to anyone. Only Geralt had caught glimpses of it 
while he had treated her for her fever. 

Louise had been pushing everything deep down until she realized that there was a threat and 
a possibility that she might be sent back to the dimension where she had been trapped for the 
last four years. 

He wouldn’t push her or question her about it. He knew she would talk if she felt like it 
would help her. Originally, he had only assumed that he could use her to get to this other 
dimension and get to work there on exterminating whatever creatures roamed the levels, but 
now, his new focus was to make sure that Louise would get home safely and that, even if he 
had to follow her through that portal to make sure of it. He even made sure to talk about it to 
Yennefer and she agreed to come along, so did Vesemir. They were all perfectly aware of 
what they were getting themselves into and that there was a chance they may never return, 
but they had to do it. Lambert and Eskel would be perfectly able to take care of the castle 
while they would be gone, so now they just had to trust in their abilities to go through and 
come back. 
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